THE   NUWAUB.                     91

pan leaves, and spice, having been depo-
sited on my lap, and my luckless apparel
deluged with sandal oil and rose water,
each of the ladies threw a wreath of
Mogree flowers on my neck, and pressed
me to visit them on the following day,
proposing to accompany me to the
NuwauVs favorite garden, at the foot of
the Girnar.

Anxious of course to cultivate the ac-
quaintance of my gentle friends, I readily
acquiesced, and descending to join my
party in Durbar, we all returned, gratified,
and fatigued, to the Serai.

The following morning at eleven, Sheik
Mahmoud, the favorite Chelah of his
Highness, summoned me to the harem,
and was accompanied by an attendant,
laden with fine mangoes, as an offering
from the Nuwaub. On entering the palace,
I did not as before visit the public recep-
tion rooms, but was received by the Rahit
Buckte at the door of her own apartments.
Her attire was little less splendid than that